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of his happiness ; her enemy had lifted him ! Well, then,
why didn't that Cat look after him herself ? Oh ! well,
poor boy ! Ill in a great hotel—without a soul!
" Call me a taxi, Coaker."
On her way to the Hotel she felt slight excitement of the
( ministering angel' order.
Giving her name at the bureau, she was taken up to
Room 209. A chambermaid was there. The doctor, she
said, had ordered a nurse, who had not yet come.
Francis Wilmot, very flushed, was lying back, propped
up ; his eyes were closed.
" How long has he been ill like this ? "
" I've noticed him looking queer, ma'am; but we didn't
know how bad he was until to-day. I think he's just
neglected it. The doctor says he's got to be packed.
Poor gentleman, it's very sad. You see, he's hardly
there ! "
Francis Wilmot's lips were moving; he was evidently
on the verge of delirium.
" Go and make some lemon tea in a jug as weak and
hot as you can ; quick ! "
When the maid had gone, she went up and put her cool
hand to his forehead.
" It's all right, Francis.    Much pain ? "
Francis Wilmot's lips ceased to move • he looked up at
her and his eyes seemed to burn.
" If you cure me," he said, " I'll hate you. I just want
to get out, quick ! "
She changed her hand on his forehead, whose heat
seemed to scorch the skin of her palm. His lips resumed
their almost soundless movement. The meaningless,
meaningful whispering frightened her, but she stood her
ground, constantly changing her hand, till the maid came
back with the tea.

